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EARS  and  years  ago,  before 
even  Christmas  trees  began, 
men  lived  holily  in  holes 
and  dressed  skinnily  in  skins. 
Now  it  was  the  custom 
among  these  people  whom 
we  call  savages,  that  no  man 
might  own  more  than  one 
suit  of  clothes  at  a  time. 
Every  autumn,  each  warrior  would  go  off 
into  the  wild,  windy  Wistico  Wood,  kill 
a  fine,  large  bear,  and  make  himself  a 
winter  suit  of  its  skin.  Of  course,  each 
man  would  try  to  find  the  biggest,  furriest 
bear  in  the  whole  forest,  so  that  his  suit 
would  be  bigger  and  furrier  than  all 
other  men's  suits. 

One  autumn,  the  chief  Lying  Lion — 
ancestor  of  the  renowned  Sitting  Bull — 
fell  ill,  and  was  unable  to  go  into  the 
wild,  windy  Wistico  Wood  until  so  late  in 
the  winter  that  all  the  best  bears  were 
gone.  All  he  could  find  was  a  half- 
grown  cub  with  a  large  bald  spot  right  in 
the  middle  of  its  back  and  one  ear  badly 
chewed.  Since  this  was  the  only  bear 
left  in  the  whole  wood,  the  chief  had  to 
take  it  or  go  without  a  suit. 


Later  in  the  winter,  when  Lying  Lion 
happened  to  be  walking  in  the  forest,  he 
met  the  biggest,  blackest,  furriest  bear  he 
had  ever  seen.  The  chief  had  been  very 
irritable  all  winter  because  every  other 
man  of  the  tribe  had  finer  clothes  than 
his.  So,  when  he  saw  the  bear,  he  was 
as  happy  as  you  are  on  Christmas  morn- 
ing when  you  find,  in  your  stocking, 
everything  you  wished  for.  He  shot  the 
bear,  took  it  home,  and  made  himself  a 
coat  of  its  beautiful  warm  skin.  But 
even  though  Lying  Lion  was  chief  of  his 
tribe,  he  couldn't  break  all  its  ancient 
and  honorable  rules,  and  he  couldn't  have 
more  than  one  suit  at  a  time.  He  thought 
and  thought  about  what  he  ought  to  do,  and, 
just  as  he  was  thinking  hardest,  his  small 
nephew  came  into  the  room  shivering.  The 
little  boy  shivered,  because  the  day  was 
very  cold,  and  because  the  only  garment  he 
wore  was  made  of  a  large  wild  bulldog's 
skin,  and  wasn't  very  warm.  You  know 
liow  bulldogs  shiver  in  winter,  and  their 
skins   fit   them   much   better   than  they 
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fit  little  boys.  Lying  Lion's  nephew  must, 
then,  have  shivered  even  harder  than  a 
bulldog.  Besides,  the  skin  had  been  worn 
for  many  years  by  the  original  owner,  and 
for  three  years  by  the  chief's  nephew,  and 
it  had  become  a  bit  thread — no,  hairbare. 
When  Lying  Lion  looked  up  and  saw  his 
young  nephew  trembling  with  cold,  an  idea 
came  to  him  which  has  influenced  people 
from  his  day  to  ours. 

"Kinsman,"  he  said,  "you  are  cold  but 
I  shall  make  you  warm." 

So  saying,  he  took  the  suit  made  of  the 
bearskin  with  the  bald  spot  and  the  chewed 
ear,  threw  it  about  the  lad,  and  said,  "I 
give  yoQ  this ;  go  on  your  way  and  be  glad." 

The  child  thanked  him,  for  his  mother 
had  taught  him  that  people  must  be 
thanked  for  all  gifts,  but  he  was  not  glad  as 
he  went  away.  He  was  really  dreadfully 
sad  and  sorrowful.  For  would  he  not  have 
to  wear  his  uncle's  suit,  to  show  his  grati- 
tude, and  wouldn't  every  one  recognize  it 
by  the  chewed  ear  and  the  bald  spot?  Be- 
sides, all  the  small  savage  boys  wore  wild 


bulldog  skins,  and  even  though  his  was  old, 
it  was  stylish,  and  he  would  much  rather 
be  in  style  than  be  warm. 

Chief  Lying  Lion,  however,  was  de- 
lighted with  the  transaction.  He  now  pos- 
sessed only  one  suit,  and  could  meet  the 
men  of  his  tribe  unashamed.  Now  his  suit 
would  be  finer  than  any  of  theirs,  and  it 
would  be  brand-new,  while  theirs  were  all 
beginning  to  look  worn  and  mangy.  But 
most  of  all,  the  chief  rejoiced  because  he 
had  done  a  worthy  deed.  For  the  rest 
of  the  winter  his  nephew  would  not 
shiver,  and  he.  Lying  Lion,  was  the  shiver- 
stopper.  Never  before  had  he  felt  so 
virtuous. 

When  the  other  men  of  the  tribe  saw 
what  their  chief  had  done,  they  made  haste 
to  follow  his  example,  and  in  a  very  short 
time,  nearly  all  of  the  children  were  clad 
in  half-worn  bearskin  suits,  much  too  big 
for  them,  while  their  fathers  and  uncles 
had  brand-new  clothes.  This  custom,  which 
made  the  fathers  and  uncles  feel  so  happy 
and  virtuous,  spread  rapidly  over  all  the 
world.  It  has  persisted,  for  centuries  and 
centuries,  even  to  this  very  day. 

H.  Katherine  Simith 
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God  rest  ye,  little  children. 
Let  nothing  you  affright, 

For  Jesus  Christ,  your  Saviour, 
Was  horn  this  happy  night. 

Along  the  hills  of  Galilee 

The  white  flocks  sleeping  lay, 

O,  tidings  of  comfort  and  joy. 


Ill 

God  rest  ye,  all  good  Christians, 

Upon  this  blessed  morn. 
The  Lord  of  all  good  Christians 

This  joyous  day  was  born. 
Now  all  your  sorrows  He  doth  heal. 

Your  sins  He  takes  away, 
O,  tidings  of  comfort  and  joy» 
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